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HIGH LIGHTS 


MY HORSE 


Robert H. McCullagh 


If ever I get to heaven, 

There, after shov/lng my brand, 

I'll ask for the old oattle outfit. 

And see how many's on hand. 

When I've shaken hands and said 'howdy,'• 
I'll seek out the star-light corral. 

And look their saddle stock over. 

For I know I shall find Old Pal. 

If the angel in charge of the cavvy 
Should offer the loan of his rope, 

I'll smile and pucker a whistle; 

Old Pal, he'll come at a lope. 

And when he is through with his playings. 
He'll reach out his small shapely head 
To nibble my thumb and my fingers, 

Just his way of asking for bread. 

Then, if he on the gate is not looking 
Too close at Old Pal and me. 

We'll leave at a full swinging canter, 

And Old Pal and I will be free. 

We'll ride till we come to the Dipper, 
Drink, and go on our way. 

Who cares if it's thought I'm a horsethlef 
I'll pay on the Judgement Day. 


(Rhymes of a Rimrock Rannie) 



F033IL3 


The hills and the valleys of the earth, its shores 
and its spreading plains, are everywhere filled with,the 
traces of a life that is gone. Seldom to be seen.from the 
surface; but lay bare the strata of the rocks,*one by one, 
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and they are uncovered, these fossils, forms 
for a day made breathing life, now and forever made ^^J^th- 
less stone. From the Jutting mesas, the wind and 
frost expose these stony monsters to the sun now and then; 
rivers carve them slowly from the depths of some lonely 
canyon, from some bluing misty gorge; and the ceaseless 
billows of the tidal sea, like ponderous hammers, pound 
them endlessly out of the crumbling cliffs. 


The last come first and the first come last; for 
the recent are but the tag end of the old that descend 
deeper and deeper, earlier and earlier in time, simpler and 
ever simpler in form, until at length the record comes to 
an end and the trail vanishes and is lost. How far into the 
unmeasured depths run those beginnings, how almost infin¬ 
itely long through the unnumbered ages those nightmarish 
creatures roamed the face of the earth; yet, they are al 
gone now and are sealed forever out of sight among the 
eternal rocks. For them, the trail comes to an end, not 
only with the first but also with the last. 


Life, in its two dimensions, is but the plane sur¬ 
face of the solid of the past whose third dimension is the 
dead; civilization, the end of life, is of no thickness nor 
substance, though its antecedents are as %>ld as humankind. 
Scratch this surface, dig down but a little into this 
cle that covers ea<?.h of us, and the raw red flesh of the 
barbarian is laid open to the light, while Just a little 
below are the bones and the sinews of the utter savage. 
Through the akin of polite Insincerities, our vanities and 
our petty Jealousies poke these buried horrors visibly to 
view, again and again, rifts like ragged boils; our rival¬ 
ries of a huriired kinds, from out of the depths, strip this 
raw red flesh full length in all its ugly details to the 
searching glare of nocn* v^hl le wars, our stupid, endless 
wars, like shattering earthquakes and destructive tidal 
waves, lay bare the innermost of these sinews and these 
ancient bones. 


The first and the last come last and first, for he 
is a queer Jumble, is civilized man. What depths are re¬ 
quired to seal his brutishness into the rocks, and what 
ages can bring the trail of his foolishness to its 'end? Do 
you know that some people, even now, are talking about the 
inevitable coming of the third v.'orld war? This is excellent 
war psychology, for that which a man considers as certain 
to come is already half way here. 


» Yc i:- 
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GHOSTS 


Oonsolenoe Is a relentless and a fearful thing. It 
has a way ofrenfir^nd^ruSfxploteSy It 
=?a?S^Srsriurrathp ll^^e |aytl.e^^when we 

prepared for It, the lonely watch of eleep- 

cuBlng'Cpec.er,; and^hy lUjat^ in^th ^Jf^re us like a 

less hours, out of , the o.ar..ne.. s - o ^ ^ nice 

Shoot„ Though it cannot be seen, Ffg voice is plainer 

searing flame; though 3. .• lo • > r>rllinK of drums, 

than spoken words and, louder than the rolll 8 

Shall we make some Mew Year's 

what have we done, we filled with pain? Have 

days'are clouded and our night riniitprt the crolden rule 

we broken the ten commandmen s that we have destroyed 

or only a part of them? ^ our victim as 

UfeK" 11 thfleadf Hav^wftaken what never 

^h”aS,d“°arL°Lf fn^eis^^y^^sl^r%^nf"S^t^f cur asc» 
or our disillusion, have we ever flowered 

ffirden of our life in a vain return to some earli P 
d', se, onoe promised, ^ that la barred to >^3 

must have done something that now we are troubled, but what 
can it be? 

Happy is that man or woman who has never done any-- 
thing to bring remorse and “hose foolishness has never come 
+ rs •K^ + hor* f-rill t. So we say. But is mere i ecixxj^ a. y 

period to be found In all of dod's 

tvia+ von are alone in' your misery and in your despair , .mey 
TouiTe si;?fSeS' as Jou have suffered are hoforo^you and 
'oehind you as many as the stars of the skies. 

happy until he is dead." said ancients None bu. the 

n -V are reallv happy, for, with the deaa alone, the .u.ving 
consoieLr stilled and is brought 

hFppijy to its end. He who has never done anything ® 

l-h^’steering of the pricks of conscience, is bruly dead be¬ 
cause he hat never lived, even though he 

amonff us. Surely there is nothing in him that is human, ana 
his days and his nights must be 

grasses that line the waysides and choke the fallo^v fi-xds. 

Are you going to invade this New Year's castle of 
ghonts? Dr not forget to leave your escape door well open.^ 

L.fl.W. 
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GUILD MEETINGS 

4 

The December meeting of the Arte Guild was unusu¬ 
ally well attended by an audience that, throughout the 
evening, appeared deeply interested and attentive. The pro¬ 
gram consisted in a demonstration, with running comment, by 
Alfred J. Dewey, of the painting of a landscape in oils. 

Starting out with a blank canvas, Mr. Dewey rapid¬ 
ly blocked in the leads, and then at more leisure completed 
the composition, carefully explaining as he worked the laws 
governing his balance of masses, his contrasts of lights 
fi and shadows, and his choice in detail and position of the 

individual colors used. The method of color application em¬ 
ployed was one of pure color; that is, no white was used, a 
transparent technique that Mr» Dewey worked out several 
years ago and has since employed with striking success. 

The finished painting went to Mrs. Alice Giullany 
of 48 Vista Circle Drive, 

4f- * -Si- 

. Inasmuch as so much interest was shown in the dem¬ 

onstration of painting technique at the December meeting, a 
similar program has been planned for the January meeting, 
to-be hf^ld on Friday evening, J'anuary 7, when Dr, Bernhardt 
*Vall, the well-knov/n etcher, will demonstrate the methods 
he uses in the making of his fine etchings.,- 

Dr, Wall, who addressed the Guild meeting of last 
February on a subject connected with the life of Lincoln , 
Hi is an etcher of historical biographies since 1931. His work 

is represented in the British Museum, tne National Library 
of Ma.drld, the universities of Chicago and Illinois, Har¬ 
vard, Yale, Columbia, Princeton,- Brown, and the Lincoln 
Mem.ori al; as well as Alleghan.y College, the New York His¬ 
torical Socl-Pty and the iivnti rigton Library. He is the 
founder of i.he Ban Anton'o Aj^'t League, and, in- 1894, was 
awarded the League's silver medal for his work while in 
San Antonao- where he spent many years. For some time he has 
been wc.rking on a very comprehensive book of etchings,^ con¬ 
cerned with the life of Lincoln, This book will be another 
to add to the long list of books that Dr, Wall has illus- 
H trated 'with his etchings. Some of those books are: World 

War Etchings, Man's Best Friend, Washington Irving Foot¬ 
prints, Windjammers, Oberammergau, Lincoln -- Man of the 
People, Gettysburg Speech, Abraham Lincoln - American, Lin¬ 
coln's New Salem, and "“ark Twain's Missouri, besides a num¬ 
ber of others. 
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Dr. Wall, who left Lime Rook, Conn., a year ago 
for the sunny clime:of California, has continued here his 
rather unique' career- as an etcher of out-of-the-run books, 
ha'ving necehtly conQluded the republication of an 84. "volume 
work on Abraham Linopln.» a work of, some 11 years, i,n a one 
volume edition. - During-the year how. passing, Dr.. Wall has 
etched the illustrations' for a series' of monthly books of 
the twcnty-Qne ..old Spanish missions of California. He is 
now engaged upon the illu,9tratlon of a work to be entitled, 
"a Dog Moulded A; ManU Career," a story written some years 
ago by Henry Welling-ton Wack, associate 'editor of ' Field 
and Stream." ^ 

At 'the January meeting. Dr. ifVall plans to make the 
etching as a dempns'tratlon pf his art. Anyone in the aud¬ 
ience may then .run ‘off a copy of the etching, gratis, for 
himself. Here is an'opportunity for each one in attendance 
at the next meeting of the Guild to return home with a fine 
etching. 



THL ULTIMATE PERSPECTIVE Alfred J* Dewey 


The artist, Hlchelas Nicholalvltch Servlnskl, long 
a Bohemian in his youth, once painted a lovely landscape in 
rather fast colors upon the walls of his home. It was ad¬ 
mired by thousands as an outstanding example of the bizarre. 

Upon a sudden change of heart superinduced by ar¬ 
rival at the age of reason, one day, after discovering that 
art is not so fugitive as life, he decided to redecorate 
the walls of his studio with a mural that should be more 
evanescent and less binding to his soul which tired so eas¬ 
ily of the unchangeable. The landscape already in place was 
found to fit with great difficulty if at all into the new 
artistic scheme. He thereupon took it down and was about to 
destroy it as a symbol of the outmoded and the inlsflt when 
his neighbor, a disciple of the inappropriate, chanced in. 
"what you goln'‘ to do with that there pltchur?" he asked. 

The ■ ex -7 Bohemian, being'a quick thiriker, replied; 
"It would'look'well in' your rathskeller, wouldn't it," 

. . . i t , 

Now, 'therefore, it beckons the way 'Of the utterly 
worldloss as the ultimate perspective, ' ' 
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SOMEW'HERL IN CORSICA 


Pvt. "Hank" Shippey 


Well, here I am — another Island and another kind 
of people. This business of fighting a war is surely an ed¬ 
ucational endeavor. First they ship me all over the States, 
then Africa, Sicily, Italy, Sardinia and Corsica. Here I am 
still in Corsica. I can’t tell you where, out I can tell 
you something of what I am doing here, and I am doing noth¬ 
ing except taking care of my own desires. 

This is the first time since I came overseas that 
I've been doing anything that I’m able to write home about, 
simply because I'm not doing a thing except that which my 
little heart desires. Just Ij.ke a furlough. It s hard to 
write when you don't do anything that wouldn t be censored 
right out of the letter if you said anything about it. For 
the most part, here I am my own boss and I really like it 
this way. 

How I managed to land here on this Island ^s^a sad 
and screwy story, I was evacuated to a hospital in oiclly 
during the show at Salerno. After a short stay in the hos¬ 
pital, I went to the Headquarters nearest there and asked 
v\?here my outfit (the Rangers) were, and they told me that 
the Rangers were fighting here in Corsica; so, I merely 
walked out of the hospital one fine morning and hitchhiked 
my way here. The catch is that when I got here I found that 
the Rangers were not here and that it would be impossible 
for me to get any transportation back to wherever I had 
come from, Well, here I was, AWOL from the hospital with a 
few hundred miles of water between me and the outfit, and 
not another American soldier to be seen, iifter a week or so 
of bating in French and Italian camps and sleeping wherever 
I could, I finally ran into an American airport here and 
turned in. I am now waiting for orders to come for trans- 
poi'tation. wieanwhile, I'm ’attached to the outfit xor quar¬ 
ters and rations for as long as I am here; so, I'm practic¬ 
ally havii ng myself a furlough. I really have a pretty soft 
time of it. 

While here, so far, I’ve had a car, a motorcycle 
and a bike. The car quit running on me, and'the motorbike 
Just sort of got tired. I picked "up a little French motor¬ 
cycle in the town near here, a two-flea power that doesn't 
run any more, either. Now all there is left is for my legs 
to give out. 

I've been out for trips in the mountains here, and 
there is I’eally some beautiful country. It's very much like 
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home here in Corsica, much the same as the coastal mountain 
area of California. For the most part the island is moun¬ 
tainous, not with little ones like those we saw in Africa 
and Sicily, hut with real man-sized mountains like our Dig 
Sierras hack home, pine trees and snow Included. Up in the 
mountains there is a good deal of snow, while down helow 
the sun shines and it is warm. It's about like standing in 
our front yard: look one way to see the ocean, and look he 
other way to see Mt. vVilson or Baldy with its snowy 
I took a tv\/o day trip into the mountains which reminded me 
of the times when I 'used to go up Mt. Wilson with Dad. 
There are some wonderful spots and slopes for skiing. There 
are no deer here, hut there are some gazelle and plenty of 
wild hoars. The mountains are full of huge chestnut trees 
that are just loaded down with nut hums as large as your 
fist. The only trouble with them is that they are still 
green, but they aren't bad when you roast them. When I took 
my trip into the hills here, I fed myself for a large part 
on the things. They are filling, but I wouldn't want to he 
obliged to subsist on them for very long. 


In the village in the mountains, where I ended up, 
they had never seen an American soldier before and I was 
really a curiosity. I'll have to dye my hair and wear a 
couple of small American flags on my sleeves the next time 
I go up there. For a while I was actually suspected of be¬ 
ing a German (remind me to dye my hair), but was rescued 
and taken in for the night by a real flesh-and-blood Cor¬ 
sican bandit, now the mayor of the village. He was really 
rough and tough — had killed 18 Italian Military Police, 
according to hearsay I picked up the next day. It was in 
this same village that I came close to getting myself shot 
while trying to swipe a captured Jerry motorcycle from the 
Patriots (Corse civilian-soldiers). 

The people here are nice and are cleaner than in 
any other of the places I've been. Small wonder that Napo¬ 
leon didn't mind being exiled to a place like this. It's 
real.ly a nice spot, I wouldn't mind coming back here after 
the war, not to stAy, but Just long enough to try out these 
ski trails, to drink a couple of aperitifs and take off to 
greener fields. I wish I could stay here a while now, but I 
am afraid I'll have to be moving along before very long. Oh 
well, "Say la gare," as the French say. As for the language 
here, I have found one thing, however: after a soldier has 
fought through Africa and Sicily, he should certainly have 
no trouble with the language here in Corsica. It is a mix¬ 
ture of both; and, if a fellow has his ear attuned to the 
r's and s's, he can get along pretty well. 
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Just got to thinking that the I8th of Oot*ber will 
be three years In the Army for me. My hitch Is finally up, 
but I don’t think I’ll be bothered with the formality of 
re-enllsting. As a matter of fact, I don't think I 11 even 
bother to walk Into any office or anywhere to pick up my 
discharge. No; I think I'll Just let them keep it for me 
for a while, and stick around to see what happens, I would 
not swear to It, but I wouldn’t be too surprised If I were 
able to be home for my birthday, The way the guys have been 
going the last few months, It seems to me to be as good an 
Indication as anything of the likely length of this war. It 
may be that the Russians will finish it off for us this 
winter (I hope). Even If they don’t, we ought to be about 
all through by next spring. The hardest part of It all will 
be going through this winter. It Is no fun trying to sleep 
In six inches of mud with raindrops patting you In the 
face. 


It looks like another Christmas Is Just around the 
corner. I don’t know where all these months are going. The 
time seems to go so darn fast these last few months. We ve 
been so busy that we haven't even noticed the time going, I 
suppose. If I have to spend Christmas overseas, I hope that 
I'm able to spend it in a place like this Instead of In 
some front line fox-hole. There's one consolation in a fox¬ 
hole, though, these days. The way things are going now, it 
doesn't look like there will be too many of them.left. All 
the guys over here expect this part of the war to be about 
finished by this coming spring. 

Boy, I sure wish I wore still back there in one of 
those training camps In the States; but, on the other hand, 
look at all the fun I’d be missing If I were still back 
there, and all the places that I wouldn't be seeing, even 
though wo did have to fight to see some of them. From now 
until spring, though, we are all going to be wishing that 
we v/ere back home In a nice dry bed, C’est la guerre. When 
we were back In the States we cried to get overseas, and 
now that we are over all we do Is itch to get back. Most of 
the guys want to stay to see It through, though, and I sup¬ 
pose I'm one of them. 

Do you ever hear any from those brothers of mine? 
Where is Chuck by now, and has John made it yet? Where was 
Frank sent for training and how is he getting along? I won¬ 
der If he like It as much as he thought he would. I 11 
write you soon again, when I’ve something else of interest 
to write about that they won't cut out of the letter. 

By the way, who cuts my end of the hedge? 
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FMOUS Li^ST WORDS 

• (wherein it is seen that they are not always with 
the lady in the case) 


Now it oane zo pass in the days of Joachim, the 
high priest, that judith, the daughter of Zion, sought out 
Holofernes, the Ninevlte, in his tent and earnestly exhort¬ 
ed him in her Yiddish tongue, demanding, "Come now, stick 
out thy neck." 

And behold, he stirred upon his couch and^ besought 0 

her screechingly in a pathetic voice, saying, 'Lay that 
cutlass down, Babe. Lay that cutlass down." 


"Whence comest thou thus tardily in from thy gad- 
dings, thou ragged roustabout?" wrathfully shouted Xantippe 
unto Socrates, her husband, as he came home late from the 
agora of a Saturday night. And, with her rattan buskins, 
she emphasized her displeasure by smiting him a resounding 
blow on the back. Whereupon, Socrates, who for lack of the 
invention of pockets to his robe always carried his wealth 
carefully about in his mouth, gave a tremendous convulsive 
shudder and a great gulp, as, in the form of a bronze obol, 
he swallowed all his wages of the week. 

"Ail" and "Helas!," those two tragic words of the 
sorrowing Greeks, were all that emerged from his now empty 
mouth; and let us hope that they were of immense consola¬ 
tion to his much harassed wife. 


"Antony, my beloved," crooned Cleopatra at the 
feast, as she tossed off a Jigger of vinegar into which she 
had Just dissolved an Indian pearl; "have I not made thee 
the Jev/el of m;y love, yoa, of a love far to outshine and 
forever that of Octavia, that stupid wife of thine?" 


"Truly, methinks, it must be so," he replied; "for 
I perceive that a Jewel that v/as once happily snatched from 
the brine is so easily plunged again into a much stronger 
pickle." 


coming,' 


Guinevere: "My lord, I am all in a tremble at thy 

"Prithee, sweet, waste>'Wc no words; but 






Lancelot: 
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bus me now a kiss, arid make we fair the night with the 
llance of love whilst Arthur chastely sleeps at Camelot.' 


Gudrld. Thorglllsdatter: "What odorous heathen per¬ 
versity brought 'thee to give this God-foraaken iceberg the 
name of Greenland?" 


Eric the Rod: "No perversity; but that It may lat¬ 
er be said of me, 'He was not one to run stale of Imagina¬ 
tion v/hcn left to a little flat beer, nor to fall to see 
the graneries of ASgard while accessible to a pocketful of 
rye. J__ 


Madame Du Bellay: "Are you not fearful, sire, that 
your rather vulgar pleasantries may yet come home to you to 
roost?" 

Rabelais: "No, madame; but I am Indeed greatly 
concerned lest In time they fly far afield to lay their 
eggs of sheer ‘respectability In smelly nests of the puri¬ 
tanical indecent and of the sanctimonious obscene." 


Lady Macclesfield; "Oh, sir, and how did you ever 
stand that lonesome trip through those awful Hebrides?" 

Samual Johnson; "Why truly, madame, exceedingly 
well. It was Just like home. The waves clattered continu¬ 
ously upon the shingle like a ceaseless clack of tongues, 
while the.wind moaned and whined aloud through the pines by 
day and by night." 


Germani.a* "Adolph, my 'ittle sausage, is 'ou going 
to give me a nice bracelet for Christmas?" 

Adolph Schicklgruber: "Ach, surei Two of them, one 
for each 'wrist. Stick to me. Kid, and you'll wear rings in 
your nose." 


The Weird Sisters: "Mr. President, do you intend 
to run for a'fourth term?" 

F. D. R. : "Miy friends, do you know, I am beginning 
to suspect^ that some of the people do not want' to draft me 
for this office any more. They are saying that I am now 
rather past the draft age. Well, they have made me their 
donkey for quite some time, and three times they have pin¬ 
ned the tail on me. They are not going to make a monkey out 
of me now, not by Tennessee," 
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HORACE 


the guild mouse 


what with the flu and the holidays, what with lez- 
lie out of gas and alf out of spirits, 1 got to worrltln. 
and then with mrs m snlfflln and the yung wons makln hoopy 
with there krlstmess toys and the rain as keeps them shut 
up down here In the cellar, 1 hav worrited myself sick all 
about gettln the old year out and the new one In, 

and 1 alnt klddln - 1 am sick, it all started In 
my throat, 1 sez to mrs m 1 got a dry spot In my throat as • 

makes me kof. mrs m sez why dont u try water for onoet. 1 
sez 1 tried water but It dldnt stop my kof nor do no good 
at all. water 1 kontlnered never seems to hit the spot what 
Is dry. thats the way with u men she sez u never can, kope 
with a sltuashun, u never can untlaapalt the future, when u 
wuz Imblbln all the apple Juice up to dicks place u mite of 
saved sum for a rainy day like a dry spot In ur larineks, 
now Its a raining day but where r u sez she but no u had to 
cum home with ur 2 frunt feet floatln In the breeze and ur 
tall akimbo, now she shouted u get a dry spot on ur larlnck 
and u cumplaln to me. r u a man or a mouse she sez, 

Im a mouse-man 1 sez with dignitary witch 1 rather 
guess anslrs her question on both sides In the afflrmament. 

go out u broot u she sez and dig up'sum more sauer 
apple Juice If u can or shut up, 

so 1 wilted and 1 felt as how life Is Just a rotln 
tree with u stlckln out on a limp, after all 1 thinks If ur ♦ 

wife ur own helpmeat wont meat u with any help why woodlnt 
ur larineks be dry when ur left high and dry out on a limp. 

If ever i get out of this desert thinks 1 nobody Is goln to 
catch me out without a full kanteen agin even If It has to 
be sauer apple Juice, but thank my lucky stars i hav a yung 
child, a sweet little mouse that luves her pop, pop she sez 
u r like a pome In my life - kind of silly maybe but always 
runnln and sklppln on trlppin feet and endln up with a very 
sweet Jangle like slay bells, and then she sings me a song: 

ur bounce Is so Jouncey when u cum In at nlte; 

ur eyes how they flitter, one left, and one rite. '0 

what dllly what dally there Is In ur grace 

as u lunge in the door and sit flat on ur face, 

well 1 guess after that 1 dont think 1 got to make 
any rezolushuns this here year, im all rite, sohnappy new 
year everybody. 
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